The Rock of Alamut
nothing but a few shards of broken pottery remain to tell
the story.
Meanwhile we had descended into the deep bed of the
stream, and climbing out upon the western side, came into
the lanes of Qasir Khan and to its village green under four
great sycamores.
The village turned out with greetings for the young laird
and Ibrahim.
People often came to see the castle, they said: someone
came every year. They would call the man who always
guided the strangers. This sounded rather like a tourist
resort, but our expert examination soon reduced the crowd
of visitors to two parties within the last two years and an
" English Ambassador " and his wife from Teheran some
years ago. The rules for the sightseeing were well estab-
lished, however.
A red-bearded old Assassin appeared with a samovar
under his arm, and another, grey-bearded and less important,
with a pickaxe and shovel to make steps up the slope.
The women, grouped together under the trees, unveiled
and barelegged with short kilts, and white kerchiefs over
their heads, shouted good wishes: and our mules started
off again along the shaly hillside, across the Qasir Rud, now
a small brook, to the steep ascent of the Rock.
The particular name of the Rock is not Alamut, as
travellers ancient and modern seem to take for granted. It
is they and not the inhabitants of the valley who call it so,
and they have done it so effectually that now the people of
Qasir Khan also begin to talk of it as Alamut to strangers,
and only after questioning admit that this is not its proper
name. It is the " castle " of Qasir Khan, on the Qasir
Rud: and Alamut is the whole main valley with the Alamut
Rud flowing through it: and as the matter might have some
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